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have enclosed within its four walls the incarnated
soul of a Johnson or a ilary Mitforci, of a Living-
stone or a Charlotte BrontS! In the afternoon of my
last day in Los Angeles, five of my'Mazdaznan
friends brought a big six-seater to my hotel and
said they were going to take me away to Venice in
it. "Venice!" I repeated, "how I should love to
be there! " At which they all laughed and said they
only meant to take me to a little sea-side place of
that name some twenty miles away. I always felt
annoyed whenever I heard some well-known name
from the Old World used in connection with some
mushroom place in the New. I could understand and
tolerate their open robbery of Plymouth and Wey-
mouth, Northampton and Easthampton, Berkshire
and Hampshire; but to pilfer impudently the names
of grand old cities hallowed in the memory of men,
such as Rome and London, Syracuse and Cambridge,
Venice and Vienna, and apply them to some tin-pot
townlet in a remote corner of an American state was,
I told my American friends, both vulgar and profane.
I asked them why they committed such an outrage
on their own good sense and on the finer feelings of
the rest of humanity when they had such beautiful
names ready at hand in the old Red Indian words.
What could be prettier, I questioned, than Merrimac
and Potomac, Ottawa and Niagara, Toronto and
Alleghany, what more poetic than Alabama and
Manitoba, Tennessee and Milwaukee, Idaho and
Wyoming, Missouri and Mississippi? Though I
thought their giving places the names of abstract
virtues, such as Concord and Providence, a little